superfluous to a bellboy at the hotel, to he burned in tK
incinerator. This survey of old memories made me ner
vous, naturally enough. In my agitation I accidental!]
tossed the fat envelope filled with several hundred of nyi
Hungarian, tkrman, Knglish, aiul French short shot
stories and other anecdotal pieces on the pile of paper
destined for the ilames. And in fact they ended up in th
incinerator. They were Hi tic, never-tt)-he recovered me
memoes of my good humor in thirty long gone years,

Wanda knew them almost all, She had two favorite
among these trifles. They (irst appeared in d'erman, ii
the llerlincr TagrblMt* I copy them here from one of nr
Hungarian books* which hears the title of 7W/. (Tol
exactly like the (tcnnan word /We/*, means both "pen
and "feather/1} The title of the first piece was "Drama
turgy." It runs as follows:

"If 1 were ever to write a great work on dramaturg)
I would use as my starting-point the idea that spenditi
the evening at a theater is a punishment. Let us transput
ourselves back to the times when the {nt|uisition not onl
tormented its victims with hot irons ami the rack, bu
also invented such ingenious tortures as letting drops o
water drip into the mouth of the victim, stretched 013
on his hack, Let us put out of our minds everything w
are accustomed to in connection with the concept o
"theater/ and let us imagine that an inquisitor who pride
himself on inventing new torments devised the followin
punishment:

"The sinner is required once a week, at a sec hour, ihem.
